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speed, clouds of smoke and steam effectively covered the difficulty
of perspective in drawing the rolling stock which followed the
engine.

I have never decided to my satisfaction why it was that Mr.
Murray so often decided, and with such ceremony, to beat little
boys. He was well over sixty years of age, aesthetic, almost
priestly in appearance, himself a scientist of note, a man of
profound religious convictions, who participated in no kind of
athletic amusement, and in appearance and habit was quite
unlike any other preparatory schoolmaster whom I have ever
seen.

Each Monday morning after the soul's purification in three
doses of attendance at chapel and church, learning by heart the
collect for the week, and spending the rest of the Sabbath in a
display of artistic talent by the decoration of texts, the school
was gathered at its desks in the large schoolroom. Flanked by
Miss Charlotte on one side to contribute celestial authority, and
by the Marine sergeant on the other as evidence of force, Mr*
Murray read out the list of bad-conduct marks. A total absence
of these was awarded by the honour of supping with Mr. Murray
on Wednesday evening : thirty of such marks was the insignia
of a beating, twenty for an extra drill on Saturday afternoon.

We were kept in horrible suspense, for each master kept a
private book of such marks and they were contributed to
Mr. Murray on Saturday, when he made their addition. With
what sorrow he must have observed the faces of little boys
upturned towards him, as with words of wisdom he cleansed
their hearts and then blessed their bowed heads, hugging the
thought that on the morrow his right hand would swing the cane
in order to extract egregiousncss from the physical person, and
to aid God, who by Sunday evening, after the third assault,
must have succeeded in routing the devils in the soul.

So, after the reading of the marks was finished, Murray with
hanging head would cross the playroom and go upstairs to his
study, followed by the first terrified delinquent. We listened
with ears pricked, and awe in our hearts, to the thudding of the
cane, counting the strokes, while the keepers of the soul and of
the body, represented respectively in Miss Charlotte and the
sergeant, stood with wagging heads. The first criminal would
return to sit delicately on his seat, and the next, whom we could
observe through the glass door leading to the playroom, would
cross it arranging his shirt tail as best he might as some kind of